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Original Poetry* 



[Dec. 



RED-BREAST. 

Is it not probable that the tame- 
ness of this bird is in a great degree 
owing to the regard and respect paid 
it in most countries, and even to the 
popular tales and songs which have 
impressed the vulgar niiud and the 
minds of children, with a sense of 
gratitude atid kindness towards it. 
This kindness from generation to ge- 
neraliot), has at last conquered the 



natural shyness and timidity of the 
bird, and the acquired disposition 
becomes at last hereditary, is trans- 
mitted from parents to children, and 
becomes the nature and character of 
the now social bird. Such are the 
eil'ects of benevolence and sympathy 
in generating not only confidence in 
the individual, but in propagating it 
to the most distant posterity. 

T. 



ORIGINAL POETRY, 



TO MIRA. 
A PLACE there is, say, Mira, where it 

lies, 
Declare its name, its limits and its size, 
Where grows no tree, nor waves no 

golden grain, 
Nor hills nor dales diversify the plain. 
Eternal green without the farmer's toil, 
Through every season clothes the favoured 

soil. 
Yet does no sun its genial heat bestow, 
No fruitful rains descend, no rivers 

flow; 
And though no stars be seen, nor lunar ray, 
The night shines there more brilliant 

than the day. 
Fair pools in which the finny race a- 

bound, 
By human art prepared, adorn the ground. 
Like India's coast, it boasts an ample 

6tore 
Of pearl and ivory, gold and silver 

ore. 
Yet, Britons, envy not these wealthy 

climes, 
Which endless wars disturb, and blackest 

crimes. 
Envy, and fear, and heart-corroding 

care, 
With cursed hate, and malice, triumph 

there. 
No laws or government remain the same, 
Now they reverse, like us, a monarch's 

name. 
Now, Cromwell-like, a base and low- 
born knave, 
The nobles and the great presume to 

brave, 
And leads e'en majesty itself a slave. 



Mira, be wis*, avoid the fatal shore, 
Let lawless thirst of gain beguile no 

more. 
The daily bread that Providence hat 

given, 
Eat with content, and leave the rest to 

Heaven. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN IK THE BEtKAST LANCASTERIAN 



" Let not ambition mock this useful plan, 
By which instruction's given to the poor; 

Nor pride, with eye of cold derision, scorn 
The many wants those little ones endure." 

liOWfairistheprospcctth.it breaks on 
the sight 
When the mists of the morn disappear ; 
How sweet to the pilgrim who wandcr'd 
all night 
I» the lark's early anthem so clear ! 

Wcll-pleas'd, from this window, the bay 
1 survey, 
With villas cncompnss'd around ; 
1 see the white sail in clu- bright solar ray, 
And the skill" o'er the waves lightly 
bound. 

But, ah! how much more am I pleased 
with the sight 
Which here I behold in the room ; 
Five hundred young minds, for fair sd« 
ence's light 
Forsaking the regions of gloom i 



